PIHE BELOW

because she was in some strange garage whose
people he did not trust.
Of our two guests George Hanbury was the
first to arrive, and, though we had been very
happy, the light of his pleasant countenance
did our hearts good.
George was a man of, my age, that is to say,
twenty-six, fair and blue-eyed. His manners
were easy, he wore a lazy air, and his nature
was gay: his wit was as quick and ready as
mine is slow: and his friendship was like a
rock which no weather, fair or foul, can ever
change. To Leonie he was devoted, and she
was most fond of him, and I think our relation
went far to refute the proverb that three is no
company.
With George came Rowley, his servant.
The latter and Bell, ex-soldiers, had served
us for some four years and had shared the
adventures of which I have spoken above.
They were true men.
If the lodge was retired, we lived in luxury.
Jameson, an English butler, controlled a most
willing staff, six decent saddle-horses stood in
the stalls, and, since George had come out *by
road, we had two cars. The handsome country
we had very much to ourselves, and, as we
were all fond of fishing, hardly a day
wmt by when we did not prove some water,
wMle, if the estate did not claim us, we
usually spent the day by the side of some
stream.                              '
So for two careless weeks.   Then came a